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Wes Anderson is 
back on the radar 
after a four year 
absence. But is 
The Lr:e Aquatic 
a big fish or a red 
herring? 


generation of movie- 
a shift in power. A 
revolution that puts them in charge of the 


touchstones of movie culture. It's easy, then, to 
account for the rise and rise of Wes Anderson, 
who, with three films under his belt, has redefined 


the cinematic landscape. Creating an alternative 
universe of oddballs, psychotics and ordinary 
freaks, Anderson has consistently plundered 


Every 

lovers longs to acclaim ; 






the outer limits of 
his imagination and 
stamped a unique 
identity on his work. 


From every day^^^l 
eccentricity to kitchen- 
sink psychosis, his 
films explore an 
adjective-inventing 
array of outlandish 
creatures and 
shine a light on the 
most moribund of 
environments. 


This high-intensity, 
low-octane approach is 
evident from the outset 
in Anderson’s fourth 
movie. The Life Aquatic. 
Returning to the familiar 
tale of a proud-but- 
ageing patriarch whose 
fading aura casts a dim 
glow across the lives 
of family and friends, 
his Steve Zissou 
is a magnificent 
creation. 


A famed explorer at>d ocearragrapher, 
Captairr of the Belafonte, auteur, 
itxin and huckster, 'Stevezee' Is one 
small nod towards Federico Fellini 
and one giant finger towards Jacques 
Cousteau. 

After tragedy strikes during a 
routine expedition, Steve takes 

roaring rampage of revenge to kill 
(or at least painfully dynamite) the 
mythical Jaguar shark that ate his 
friend. Matters are complicated by 
the appearance of his long-ignored 
- If never actually lost - 'son', 

Ned, played by the agreeably 
laconic Owen Wilson and Jane, a 
heavily pregnant and eminently 
shaggable English reporter played 
by Cate Blanchett, the eminently 
shaggable and heavily pregnant 
Australian actress. Not to mention 
a multinational misfit film-crew, a 
billlonairess wife (Anjelica Huston) 
and suave arch-rival Jack Hennesy 
(the under-used if excellently 
metrosexual Jeff Goldblum). 



tapestry. Etched across this -with 
a mixture of deftness, bravado and 
infuriating self-satisfaction - are a 
series of vignettes that bemuse and 
annoy as much as they delight and 
surprise. 


At its best, The Life Aquatic Is a 
richly entertaining character beat -a 
serio-comic tragedy humming with 
nonchalant Intelligence and cloaked 
in the warm glow of nostalgia. The 
partnership between Bill Murray and 
Wes Anderson is currently one of 
cinema's most fruitful collaborations. 
Murray's lugubrious, sad-eyed fece 
strikes right to the heart of Zissou, a 
bded icon filled with regret, whose 
painful mistakes seem far to outweigh 
the happier memories of a kirtunate 
life. Though his passions have been 
stoked. Ilstlessness is never far from 
the surface, and if at times there's 
something familiar about Murray's 
overwhelming apathy, it still captures 
the spirit of a man too tired to care. 
"This Is an adventure,” he declares. 
But never like he means IL 


Murray’s mercuriaj 


is supported by a script that fizzes 
with surreal intentions. Beyond 
the usual clichAs of having a great 
ear for dialogue, there's something 
uniquely vulnerable about Anderson's 
language. As If, for all the acclaim 
afforded him as a writer, he's 
determined to be as unmoviellke 
as possible. He writes In bursts of 
ideas, flhng off round after round 
of high-velocity dialogue without 
sacrificing the spirit of his characters. 
It’s a balancing act, one expertly 
traversed by Murray, whose chaotic 
and often chlld-llke emotions are 
perfectly suited to this quIck-fIx style. 
But It's to Anderson's credit that each 
of the crew has their chance to shirre, 
most notably Willem Dafoe's Klaus 
Daimler, one of the most unexpected 
pure comic performances of the year. 




Equally integral to the film’s most successful 
moments are Mark Friedberg’s design and Bob 
Yeoman’s sumptuous photography. Anderson’s 


movies all have a unique visual pallet, but The 
Life Aquatic (shot in part at Rome’s Cinecitta 
Studios) is an order of magnitude above his 


previous work, both in conception and execution. 
The real star of the show is the Belafonte itself, 
a bizzare retro-futurist throwback shot in a lush 



dreamscape. imagine 
a philosophical 
marriage between the 
1970’s of Ian Fleming’s 
acid flashbacks 
and a staggering 
misinterpretation of 
Italian style, and you 
have some inkling of 
the Belafonte's mad 
world. It's a knowingly 
theatrical, gloriously 
deconstructed 
landscape that ripples 
with Anderson’s grand 
ambitions. 



design of the Belaionte Is Inspired, 
too often It feels shoe-horned Into 
sn outlet for some Intrusively fancy 
camera work. Anderson has an eye 
for Imagery, but there’s something 
obtusely rrtovle-llke about some of 
his fancier moves; at odds with the 
underplayed qualities of the rest 
of the film. When Steve casually 
confesses to being "a showboat 
and a little bit of a prick", you cant 
help wondering If Anderson couldn't 
apply at least one of those epithets 
to himself. 


And, for all the snappy dialogue, 
too many of his characters exist 
In a vacuum. Too many good Ideas 
are lost In the service of the film's 
one big and not always successful 
idea - Steve. 

The most obvious casualty of this 
narrative tallspin Is Cate Blanchett's 
Jane. Here Is a great actress 
Inhabiting a character brimming 
with possibilities. Where does It 
go? Nowhere. Jane Is a cipher, an 
emotionally empty dramatic device 
who exists placidly In orbit around 
Steve Zlssou. Her role Is simply to 
create a convenient tension 
between father and son which. 

In turn, leads to a depressingly 
manipulative finale that ticks all 
the usual boxes of Big Hollywood 
Endings. It's like Adaptation without 


Ned himself, literally 
and metaphorically, 
doesn't escape 
unscathed. The 
question of his 
parentage is front- 
and-centre throughout 
the film, the crux of 
Steve's journey towards 
some kind of so-called 
redemption. But at 
the very moment of 
its articulation, it's 
lost. Even worse, it's 
casually discarded 
to the pile of Ideas 
That We Didn’t Need 
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“I’ll fight it. 
But i’ll let 
it live... 

Now what 





TO LOOK 
ASKANCEiirTHE 
WRECKllGEOF 
HIS LIFE” 


Any Longer Once We 
Figured How The Hell 
To Extricate Ourselves 
From This Messy Last 
Third. And that’s quite 
a pile. 

This fellure of... Whal"? Talent? 
Unlikely. Msrve? ^ot really. 
Imagination? Perhaps, is the hole 
that ultimately sinks TheLife Aquatic. 
Ste>»tS' never made to answer for 


who he is. always allowed to look 
askance at the wreckage of his life 
rather than deal with it head on, He's 
a slave to his ego, utterly defeated 
by his Inability to show real self- 
awareness (and viciously misogynlstic 
to boot). 

response 

T^^^^^ffidgreartragedy In his life 
is revealing. He sets out - again - to 
fulfil the same selfish mission that 
has destroyed people's lives and we, 
the audience, are expected to call 
this a resolution. Vlkirsa, a victory of 
sorts. Not even a 13-foot Jaguar shark 
should swallow that. 



OPERATION 

HcKNb'SPlir 



ajnbi valent and slight. 

ri if ^ 

In Retrospect 


only Hes Anderson could leave 
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beau'tiful film with a senae of humour as dry as its 
Patagonian landscapes. ..a charming shaggy tale of 
one man, his dog and his dreams” 

Jeeon Salamane. THE OBSERVER 






OPENS JUNE 17 



AND AT SELECTED CINEMAS NATIONWIDE 



J LWLiesreyin Xfillnothe 
inhibited hj <tny perceived rules. 
Just as movies are about more than 
the tuo hours jou spend sitting 
in the cinema, our revieves are a 
chance to talk about much more 
than the immediate experience 
of the film in question. There 
are mat^j different aspects of the 
movie-going experience and tee 
■ttill embrace them all. 


Anticipation 

Ever waited six months for a box- 
office hehemothi Read a hook that 
you loved and nervously watched 
the adaptation? Been pleasantly 
surprised by an off-the-radar 
independent? Anticipation plays a 
crucial role in your reaction to a 
movie. Rather than ignore it, we 
think it should be measured and 
acknowledged as part of the movie- 
going experience. 


En j oyment 

All other things aside, how did you 
feel for those two hours? Were you 
glued to your seat? Did the film 
speak to your soul? Was it upsetting, 
disappointing, or just plain boring? 
Were you even awake? 


In Retrospect 

Great movies live with you; you 
carry them around wherever you 
go and the things they say shape 
the way you see the world. Did 
this movie fade away or was every 
moment burned into your retinas? 
Was it a quick fix action fiick, good 
for a rainy Sunday afternoon? Or 
the first day of the rest of your life? 
Did you hare it with a fury only 
to fall in love with a passion? Or 
did that first love drain away like a 
doomed romance? 


Chapter 03 

IN WHICH WE 
DISCUSS THE LATEST 
FILM RELEASES 
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There are few academics 






right-wing good ol’ boy In God's own 
country. With his rre«-thlnklng wife 
Clara (Laura LInney) acquiescing 
to his schemes, Kinsey’s work filled 
a fundamental gap In social and 
scientific awareness at a time when 
alarmist sex textbooks claimed that 
the consequence of adultery was 
eternal damnation. 

At the very least, director 

Bill Condon's sixth film could 
scarcely be more relevant. Picketed 
on release In the US, It arrives 
as Bush’s 'moral majority’ are 
winning the war on sex In America. 
Unsurprisingly, then, Kfnsey Is no 
simple epic of dicks and dames. It 
cleverly plays on the Professor’s 
own ethos of tackling sex In purely 
scientific terms. The scenes of 
actual sex are cunningly presented 
through a series of medical 
photographs and films, while 
potentially explosive material, from 
bestiality to paedophilia, Is carefully 
related through the confessions of 
his subjects -a forensic examination 
rather than a tabloid splash. 


Where Kinsey succeeds Is In 
differentiating Itself from recent 
forebears like Ray or A Beautiful 
Mind. Those films are carried on 
the back of a single magnificent 
performance, yet Kinsey achieves 
that rare feat - a blopic working 
as an ensemble piece. That’s not 
to say that Liam Keeson doesn’t 
deserve to be singled out On the 
contrary, he exposes the ambiguities 
behind Kinsey’s drive with nuanced 
precision, drifting fluidly from anger 
at society’s stunted sexual mores 
to curiosity at his own sexuality to a 
blinkered obsession with academia. 


Stephen McCarthy’s 
cinematography 
is elegant yet 
understated, brilliantly 
eschewing any reliance 
on period detail to 


liners - "1 INVENTED masturbation!”. 

Still, If Kfnsey treads a brave path 
through a minefield of combustible 
avenues, some themes aren’t 
Investigated as rigorously as the 
curious mind might hope. His first 
book, SexuafAttftudesOf The 
Humen Male, was the most popular 
scientific tome of Its time, whereas 
Its follow up, Sexual Attitudes Of 
The Human Female, was, for want 
of a better word, a flop. Why was 
Kinsey pulled from the limelight so 
suddenly? Why was a nation so 
willing to carry out a pioneering sex 
survey so unwilling to confront Its 
results? Condon’s film can't come 
up with the answers and, equally, 
there’s no recognition of the gender 
politics at the root of this failure. 

Given the fiery subject matter, 

Kinsey Isa film that walks a 
tightrope between edgy character 
study and polished Hollywood 
blopic. Occasionally, It falls with Its 
legs straddling the wire. But hey, 
apparently some people like that. 


reinforce the idea that 
Kinsey's work is as 
salient now as it was 

then. Condon’s direction Is 
refreshingly hands-off, except for 
one delightful montage of characters 
narrating their sexually charged 
confessions to Kinsey and his 
cohorts, an elegant Impression of 
the scope of the project and a good 
excuse for some eye-watering one- 




Enj oyment 


In Retrospect 
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Jan and Peter are the 

Edukators, a pair of young Berlin 
rebels bent on changing the world. 
Channelling the spirit of Tyler 
Durden, they hand out anti-capitalist 
flyers by day and break Into the 
villas of the Berlin elite by night, 
rearranging their belongings. A 
cross between modern artists and 
poltergeists. The Edukators unnerve 
their victims with one simple 
message: “Your days of plenty are 
numbered." 


As a political film, The 
Edukators is a gripping study of the 
need to rebel, though it’s far from 
a convincing manifesto. There’s no 
clear vision of a post-capitalist future 
and it doesn’t always navigate the 
muddy waters of crime, society and 
wealth successfully. 


Anticipation 





Enj oyment 





convincing. 


In Retrospect 



Following 2003's award- 

winning Svnmming Poof, Francois 
Ozon returns with an equally 
spellbinding and pen/erse Inspection 
of human nature in its most raw and 
basic forms. 

Borrowing heavily from Caspar 
No6’s frreversfbfe, Ozon’s film is 
pieced together In reverse order, 
beginning with disillusioned couple 
Gilles (Stephane Freiss) and Marion 
(Valeria Bruni Tedeschi) writing off 
their marriage in a solicitor^ office. 
Two hours later, the lovers meet. 


ignorant of the cruel fatethatawalts 
them -a teeth-clenching marital rape 
scene that unsurprisingly becomes 
the focal pointof their doomed 
relationship. 

Where 5x2 succeeds is in 
cleverly turning the sanctity of 
marriage on its head. Its familiar 
cliches invigorated In shocking and 
confusing ways. Ozon pulls off this 
feat with smooth panache, slowly 
reeling in his audience with the 
gentlest of touches. 

Tedeschi and Freiss work well 


together, showing the once-bright 
sparks of love now reduced to 
ashes. Unfortunately, the well-paced 
script and perfect dialogue are 
reduced to glossy subtitles that do 
the original language little Justice. 
That said, even the rrtost ardent 
Francophobes will enjoy the brutal 
honesty and astute observations of 
Ozon’s unique love story. 

Anticipation 


Enj oyment 


In Retrospect 
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“I’ll set my hair on fire 
and punch myself in 

the '^Ce,” threatens John 
Clasky, a little over half way through 
James L Brooks’s breezily offensive 
Spangllsh. Yeah? Get In line. 

Perhaps it's fitting given this last, 
discordant year that a director as 
shallow as Brooks should find 
himself at the centre of a cultural 
firestorm. Then again, given his 
pedigree, it's also pretty weird. At 
first glance, the most shocking thing 
about Spanglish is that a filmmaker 
with 16 years of experience on The 
Simpsons figures he has something 
left to say about dysfunction and 
modern relationships. 

On paper, Spanglish is pure Brooks. 
Successful chef John Clasky (Adam 
Sandler) and his over-achieving, 
unemployed wife Deborah (played 
unsubtlely by Tea LeonI) hire Paz 
Vega’s Flor, a beautiful Mexican 
housekeeper, to bring some 
semblance of order to their house, 
kids and alcoholic in-laws. 


Don't be fooled. What follows Is 
an all too predictable culture-clash 
rom-com, anchored by the dynamics 
of family drama, cast adrift by 
callousness, hypocrisy and a total 
absence of emotional Integrity. 

So far, who's surprised? Brooks is a 
sentimental, manipulative filmmaker. 
But, frustratingly, he shows glimpses 
of the keen mind and sharp eye that 
made Mary Tyler Moore and Homer 
Simpson household names. There's 
some astute writing and broad comic 
touches, particularly for Sandler, 
whose John Clasky Is very nearly a 
distinct dramatic performance. Sure, 
it doesn't last and if you rolled your 
eyes every time he reverted to type 
you'd strain your retinas, but you can 
sense the desire to be great teneath 
the mumbling fagade. 

Equally, Brooks' screenplay flirts 
with gender politics and rom-com 
role reversals. Deborah Clasky is a 
typical male -aloof and egocentric, 
mixed up and insensitive to her 
bmily. She could have been 
tescinating, but In Brooks's hands, 
she's atrociously ill-conceived. 



There’s no real effort 

to understand Deborah as a human 
being. Rather than explore her 
fraitties- why she lost her Job; the 
implicit cost of her me-first attitude 
- Spanglish is content to ridicule 
her weaknesses. There’s a deep- 
seated misogyny at work here, In 
everything from the way she makes 
love (a deliberately toe-curling 
scene, full of ugliness and contempt) 
to her relationship with Bernice, 
her eldest daughter. Deborah is 
consistently vilified for suggesting 
her daughter should be prettier and 
yet Brooks repeatedly uses her 
physical appearance to draw crude 
comparisons with Ror. Next to the 
Mexican’s flawless beauty, Leon! 

Is all elbows and angles. Jogging 
bottoms and sweat-streaked hair. 

It’s a cruel. Inconsistent shorthand. 
Brooks castigates Deborah for using 
beauty as a byword for something 
deeper, while using exactly this 
tactic against her himself. It’s one 
of many examples of the film’s 
hypocrisy and its crass insincerity. 
After all, when It comes to her 
children. Deborah is right. Bernice 


will live a happier life for being 
thinner and more beautiful, and for a 
Hollywood director (of all people) to 
claim otherwise is wilfully insulting. 

No less badly handled Is Spanglish's 
central conceit, the romance 
between Flor and John. Their Big 
Moment is a scene of staggering 
naivety in which Flor’s daughter, 
Cristina, translates an argument. 

He pays Cristina S500 for collecting 
sea glass, and an enraged Flor 
accuses John of smug, middle-class 
arrogance. He, In turn, accuses 
her of Interfering with his family 
after she resized the ill-fitting 
clothes that Deborah bought for 
Bernice. You wait for Flor’s outraged 
reply. And wait. And wait. But it 
doesn’t come. This selflessness 
Is casually equated with John’s 
cavalier disregard for the reality 
of Flor and Cristina’s lives. The 
glaring differences between them 
go unacknowledged. Why? Either 
because Brooks cant tell the 
difference between how these two 
people feel (In which case he’s an 
idiot) or because he doesnt care 
- he’s too busy milking them for 


cheap comic potential. It's a moment 
of such casual offensiveness it could 
almost pass unnoticed if the crass, 
white sensibility that underpinned it 
didnt smell so badly. 

Even the relationship 
between Flor and 
Cristina, the movie's 
heart and soul, is 
suspect. Cristina 
gravitates towards 
Deborah because she 

dreams of a better life. And why 
shouldn’t she? All children want to 
be different from their parents, and 
for Cristina, the dream of finding her 
own identity is especially resonant. 
Brooks’ characterisation of this as 
some sort of betrayal Is rooted in 
an oppressive mindset Is he saying 
thatall Immigrant communities 
should stick to what they know best: 
working-class dreams and second- 


class citizenship? Or, conversely, Is 
he saying that white people are only 
defin^ by what they achieve? Either 
way, he can fuck off. 


The one bright spot of Spanglish is 
a breakthrough performance by Paz 
V^a in her first English speaking 
role. She is uncommonly, indecently 
beautiful - a walking symphony of 
caramel skin and oak-smoked eyes. 
She invests Ror with a dignity that 
Spanglish scarce deserves. James 
L Brooks probably thinks she’s 
the new Penelope Cruz. But then, 
we think the shallow little bastard 
probably couldn’t tell the difference. 


Anticipation 


Enj oyment 



In Retrospect 





There's more to 9 songs 

than the music, before you consider 
going to see it with your parents. 

It's arty pornography laced with 
Antarctic froldeur and live rock 
footage. It’s Last Tango in Paris 
meets BrIxton Academy. 

Michael WInterbottom's 
latest offering tells the story of a 
relationship cemented by music, 
drugs and sex. Matt and Lisa are 
a tedious pair with nothing to say 
to each other. There’s no charm or 
humour -they fuck prettily but it’s 
thoroughly depressing. Enjoy the 
show, but don’t expect to care. 

Go for the sex, stay for the 


Anticipation 




In Retrospect 



Sonps 



WORDS BY JONATHAN WILLIAMS 





GUEST REVIEWER -DANIEL WJLCO FROM SAN FRANCISCAN 'ZINE MAMA 
ROUX- 7'^JCfS'^I.OOJC^rTHE ASSASSINATIOK OF RICHARD NIXON. 



The Assassination 

0\ Richard Nixon 


Didn't it always used to 

be that If a film was based on a 
true story, It would say so at the 
beginning? I may be wrong, but that 
makes a kind of sense to me - It 
allows you to watch the thing with a 
different kind of understanding. This 
Is remarkable/unremarkable (delete 
as appropriate) because It actually 
happened, you think to yourself - It’s 
not some Invented, fictitious shIL 

Mels Mueller's debut feature. The 
Assassination ot Richard Nixon, 
ends with the following statement 
'Inspired by a true story." Inspired? 
What does that mean? That 
somehow the actual story lent quite 
spicy enough so the writer/director 
had to beef It up a little? That the 
writer/director has such a poor 
Imagination he has to use real 
stories as the basis for creating 
Invented ones? Who knows? Most 
likely, he had to put It there to 
prevent the family of the half-real 
character from dragging his ass up 
before the beak. 


Finishing the film with such a 
statement Is massively annoying. 

It makes you feel like you’ve been 
conned. And cheaply at that. 'Make 
your fucking mind up Niels," I felt like 
shouting at the credits, 'stick to the 
truth or give us something properly 
Imagined." In tact, I was so annoyed 
I even found myself reading some 
of the blurb on how the film got 
made on the bus home. Check this 
out, from the writer/director: 'I wrote 
30 pages of a fictitious script I was 
calling The Assassination of LBJ It 
was about this man who Is separated 
from his wife and child, and who 
takes a new sales Job to re-establish 
himself financially -and more 
Importantly - to re-establish himself 
In his wife’s eyes. He Is a man who 

him talking Into a tape recorder, 
although I hadn’tfiguredout why." 

This Mels dude then claims he 
went to his local library, did some 
research on wannabe presidential 
assassins and -Just Imagine the 




luck! - came across a man who, 
before he decided he wanted to 
hijack and fly a plane Into Richard 
Nixon’s White House, became 
separated from his wife and child, 
and took a new sales job to re- 
establish himself financially -and 
more importantly -to re-establish 
himself In his wife's eyes. He was a 
man who wanted his wife and child 
back and who also talked Into a tape 
recorder. Are we smelling some 
bullshit here? Should we feel a little 
suspicious of Mr Mueller and his 
debut feature? I think so. 


I’m being a little 
pedantic here and 
ignoring, of course, 
the Magic Of The 
Cinema. Films are 
about more than how 
close an “inspired" 
story sticks to the 


reasons I’ve mentioned 
and, second, it isn’t 
actually a particularly 
interesting story. 

'Ah ha," you scream, 'that’s just the 
fucking point, isn’t it? This is a film 
about the American Dream - about 
an Average Joe’s total failure to 
leave a mark on the Great American 
Consciousness. But he doesn’t, 
does he? He fails. Nobody gives a 



facts, right? Yes sah, 
they are. And there’s 
nothing wrong with 
using something from 
real life to help make 
massive metaphorical 
points about something 
else, is there? No 
ma’am, there ain’t. It 
just doesn’t work with 
this film, and that’s 
because, first, the 
story sits uneasily on 
the screen for all the 


Yes, indeed, but what a silly idea 
for a film. Lunatic tries to become 
great historical figure but doesn’t. 
Rivetingl Dangerous subject for a 
new director to take on too. Irrtagine 
how easy it will be to write headlines 
at the expense of Mr Mueller if his 
film doesn't do well: 'Cinema fans 
refuse to care about film concerning 
a man nobody cares about" 


Another thing that’s a bn 

early part of It works hard at trying 
to ensure that we, the fee-paying 
public, manage to identify with 
the lead character. That’s done by 
labouring the point that, at some 
period in our lives, all of us have 
suffered the same dilemmas as him. 
Fair enough - 1 too have had jobs 
that I’ve hated and, you’d better 
believe It women have also left me 
heartbroken and sad. What did I 
do, though? I got drunk. Did I ever 
consider blaming the President? 

No. And did I ever decide to try and 


slice him open wkh the wing of a 
stolen 737? Of course I didn't, and 
that’s because, for the most part. I’m 
not criminally-minded and I’m not 
as mad as a bag of thirsty pythons. 
You probably aren’t either, so why 
the hell does Mueller try to make out 
that this Sean Penn character is just 
like us? He isn’t. So, yup there are 
some problems with this film. But, 
all told, it^ a fair watch. Sean Penn 
doesagoodjob; JackThompson is 
totally ace as Penn’s boss; and it’s 
almost worth seeing. Does it get you 
in the guts, though? Does It fuck. 

Give it two stars 


. if you’re doing 









WORDS BY JAMIB WIGNALL 


“The greatest trick the 

Devil ever pulled was convincing the 
world he didn’t exist.” That wasn’t a 
luxury that Adolf Hitler ever had. He 
was a caricature of evil In his own 
lifetime, a primeval human-instinct 
filtered to purity and given a leering, 
moustache-shaded face. Butthough 
he lived and died In the full glare of 
flashllghls and Are power, there was 
a side to him that history was keen 
to forget. 


The story of Hitler’s final 
days, pacing his bunker like a 
maniacal King Lear, has untold 
scope for controversy. That Oliver 
HIrschblegel, a German, should 
shoot It on location In his own 
country Is brave to the point of 
madness. That he should bring 
to Oer Untergang a perspective 
of such utter humanity Is almost 
unfathomable. Anybody expecting 
the Hitler of history's cartoon should 
prepare themselves for something 
quite remarkable. 

Oer Untergang cleverly portrays 
wartime Germany from Inside and 
outside the wolf’s lair. HIrschblegel 
Interweaves the perspectives of 
Hitler’s secretary, TraudI Junge, 


who becomes both professionally 
and emotionally attached to the 
Furher, an SS Doctor and a young 
boy, his childhood emasculated by 
conscription, to reveal the story of 
the dictator’s desperate last days. 

From the outset, this Hitler is a 
shock. Perhaps for the first time, this 
Is a genuine attempt to understand 
him not as an Icon or a political 
totem, but as a human being. In 
the hands of Bruno Ganz, Hitler 
transcends the legacy that keeps 
his humanity at arm’s length and Is 
given a face - more, given feelings. 
He jokes, shows forgiveness, plays 
with his dog - performs the ever^ay 
tasks of real life that all people, even 
Hitler, must perform. 


That the honesty of this 
approach is so shocking Is testimony 
to the flatulence of Hitler’s role In 
our society. His reputation as a 
demonic bogeyman conveniently 
dehumanises him, renders him evU’, 
sub-human’, 'not llte us’. It means 
we don’t have to question who he 
really Is, and by extension means we 
don't have to ask ourselves If we are 
like him too. 

Oer Untergang'% Is a grand 
canvas, vividly brought to life by 
Ganz and Alexandra Marla Lara’s 
TraudI. Both performances are 
show-stopping and truly as real as 
they come. 

At two-and-a-half hours. It’s a 
big effort but one that’s thoroughly 



Based on a true story, 

Coach Carter Is a horribly 
predictable, sentimental yarn about 
Coach Ken Carter who. In Just 
four months, turned a hIgh-school 
basketball team of drop-outs Into 
winners. 

. Thomas Carter’s sub-mediocre 
movie Is yet another depressing 
trawl through adolescent college 
culture. It reeks of Hollywood's 
peculiar mix of gee-whIz optimism 
and narrow-eyed cynicism, at 
once overwhelmingly sincere and 
ruthlessly rrtanipulative. 

Samuel L Jackson can’t even 
be bothered to phone this one In, 
preferring to have II delivered by a 
sadistically untalented bodysnatcher. 
Worse, there’s some sort of Ironic 
sensitive side on show - he even 
cries. It's like a painfully shallow 
In-Joke: It’s Sam the Man! And he’s 
crylngl Twat. 


Not that it matters. The script Is 
a living embodiment of laziness. You 
can practically see It cat-napping in 
the corner of the frame. Only rousing 
Itself for the grand finale when 
Carter’s team lose the state final. 
Oops, spoiled the ending. Good. 
Spertd your money more wisely. 

Anticipation 
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Meet Trevor Reznik, 

a 120-pound, insomniac machine- 
operator with a guilty secret. It's 
through his sunken, scared, sleep- 
deprived eyes that you will see the 
world for two hours. And, sweet 

The opening scene of Brad 
Anderson’s The Machinistfinds 
Trevor (a terrifyingly skeletal 
Christian Bale) struggling to heave 
an unpleasant load Into a dirty 
river. It’s typical of his charmless 
existence. When he isn't toiling in 
a machine shop, he’s drifting waif- 
like through hie unlit apartment, 
compulsively scrubbing with bleach 
or staring at a cup of coffee In an 
airport caM, listening to the clock 
counting down to the unseen fate 
that awaits him. 

Trevor is clearly burdened by guilt 
and paranoia but it’s only when he 
meets Ivan, a bald, grinning brute In 
cowboy boots with toes surgically 
grafted on to one of his hands, that 
the pieces of the film’s psychological 
puzzle begin to fall into place. 



Set In an unidentifiable time. In an 
unidentifiable place, The Machinist 
exists In a dislocated void between 
reality and hallucination, past and 
present, leaving the viewer with no 
footholds to escape. Not that you’ll 
want to leave. From the moment the 
first rasping breath leaves his gaunt 
body, Trevor Reznik is a compelling 
guide into the darkness. 

This is a story of two blurring 
worlds: the shadowy reality of Trevor 
Reznik’s world - the machine shop, 
his bleak apartment, his hooker 
girlfriend's bleak apartment - and the 
black universe inside his head. On 
one of the few occasions he steps 
outside, into the wide-open, sun- 
splashed streets of his co-workers, 
we’re left blinking at the light 

For this, we can thank a performance 
of incredible commitment by 
Christian Bale. He lost 63 pounds 
to capture the physical and 
psychological trauma of Reznik’s 
existence. It’s a remarkable 
transformation: Bale’s muscular 
torso is sucked between his ribcage 
as If his body is eating itself from 
the inside. His eyes are dull, 
shrunken holes. 

Every turn of the screw for Trevor is 
a painful spasm for us. But this is no 
voyeuristic thrill. Trevor^ Auschwitz 
appearance and cramped existence 
inspire too much sympathy for that. 


Even so, this is a bleak 
film; remorseless and 

unmerciful. Fear.gulltand 
paranoia so thoroughly permeate 
77ie Machinist that even during 
the happiest moments something 
unpleasant is lurking Just out of 
sight. The thing that haunts Trevor, 
as we will come to understand, 
cannot be escaped. He is trapped -a 
prisoner in his own mind. 


Despite its unremitting bleakness, 
77ie Machinist is visually stunning 
and its morbidity is elegantly 
painted. Saturated with desolate 
grey, this is ice-pure cinema, a 
psychological horror of surgical 
precision. It holds you tight in its 
macabre embrace from beginning to 
end, exuding the forboding menace 
of Hitchcock and the beautiful, 
elegant surrealism of Lynch. 


Anticipation 
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Afilm can getaway with the 
occasional cliche If it has strong 
characters and performances. 
Fortunately, Somersault Is a lesson 
in compelling acting. If it wasn't for 
director Cate Shortland’s fondness 
for hackneyed visuals, It would be 
almost perfect. 

Set In Australia, the tale of a 
teenage girl, Heidi, (played by Aussie 
youngster Abl Cornish) running 
away to find herself is hardly new. 

But the subtle insights into Heidi's 
mind, and the consequences of her 
search for Identity make Somersault 
a very different beast than its 
contemporaries. 


After being caught kissing her 
mother's boyfriend, Heidi runs away 

budding sexuality as a means of 
survival. It Is Somersaults most 
disturbing aspect Although 16- 
years-old, Heidi looks barely a day 
over 12. The uneasiness of watching 
her is exaggerated by the innocence 
Cornish brings to the role. Yet 
this masks the fact that she is the 
Initiator in every one of her sexual 
escapades. 

Heidi's attention settles on 
a young farmer called Joe, (Sam 
Worthington) the only person, bar 
her landlady (brilliantly played by 
Lynette Curran), to try to develop 
a deeper relationship with her. 
Although easy to dismiss as Just 
another gruff Aussie struggling to 


show emotion, Worthington delivers 
the standout performance of the 
film. Watching Joe with Heidi, you 
see the confusion and conflict 
going through his mind as he 
contemplates the fact that he might 
be felling for her. 

Somersault Is a film crying 
out for simple direction, but Cate 
Shortland almost ruins the whole 
experience. Her tacky visuals 
serve only her own ungainly 
self-promotion. Spurious shots of 
Heidi walking In the snow wearing 
red mittens are gratuitous and 
frustrating. 

But these annoyances soon 
pass. The themes and emotions in 
Somersault are delicate and worthy 
of attention. Asa character-led 
story It works perfectly. It's Just a 


shame that Shortland tries to win 
the audience over with disappointing 
pretension. 
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School days are hard. 

Anyone who thinks they're the best 
days of their life Is either deluded or 
trying to persuade their own kids to 
get up. In those teenage years when 
you chase girls behind bike sheds 
and choke on school dinners, you 
learn Rule One In the guidebook of 
living Life is hard. And responsibility 

Cinema Is no stranger to 
growing pains. Films like Stand By 
Me and The Outsiders emphasise 
how, at some point In your childhood, 
the nightmare of responsibility 
Is going to rudely Interrupt your 
adolescent dreams. 

Jacob Aaron Estes has much the 
same point to make In Mean Creek. 
Like Stand By Me, Mean Creek Is 
set In a small town In Oregon with 
a young, largely unknown cast. 

Rory Culkin, youngest of the acting 
clan and alien^dodglng asthmatic 
In Signs, Is the only recognisable 
face In an otherwise low budget and 
satisfyingly low key affair. He plays 


10-year.old Sam who, tormented 
by the bully George, Inveigles his 
brother, Rocky, and their friends to 
take a brutal revenge. 

Their plan Is to Invite George 
on a boat trip down the Ohio River 
strip him and throw him In. As with 
all the best laid schemes of mice and 
men, however, things go awry when 
George stirs far more complicated 
emotions than anybody had 
expected. He's a troubled kid with 
real Issues, not a one dimensional 
horror show. The group becomes 
divided over whether to keep going 
with the trip; only the troubled Marty 
Insisting the plan stays the same. 
Marty Is a pressure cooker ready 
to explode, and when he does, the 
consequences are disastrous for all 
Involved. 

At Its best. Mean Creek Is a 
stunning evocation of the cruelty 
of youth. The writing Is as fluid 
and hard-hitting as the Ohio River; 
a perfect compliment to the slow, 
remorseless narrative. Estes 


unforglvlngly thrusts his camera 
Into the cracks of this ramshackle 
posse, eviscerating the raw 
emotions of his young cast as the 
unwelcome spectre of adulthood and 
responsibility solidifies before them. 

The script Is well served by 
a talented cast who all have the 
potential for extremely successful 
movie careers. Rory Culkin revels 
In the role of Sam, and Carly 
Schroeder, who plays his putative 
girlfriend Millie, has a natural air 
of Innocence balanced on the 
lip of maturity. But the show Is 
stolen by Scott Mechlowicz whose 
perforrrtance as Marty has the 
echoes of a young Brad Pitt. He 
manages to keep the audience on 
his side even though he falls to see 
George’s qualities or a reason not to 
take revenge. 

It% In the final third that the film 
loses momentum, where the script 
becomes sluggish and loses Its 
spark. What Is a difficult emotional 
journey for the characters Is an 


unrewarding slog for the audience. 

Despite this, Estes perfectly 
captures the transition from 
Innocence to maturity In Just under 
an hour and twenty minutes. They 
say youth Is wasted on the young. If 
It’s as hard as Mean Creek, they can 
keep It. 

Anti cipati on 
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Being a fan of woody Alien 

IB, like Melinda and Melinda, a 
depresBlngly awful comic tragedy. 
Like a battered wife blaming 
everybody but her husband, we give 
him every new chance to make up 
for the last time, and all we get is a 
slap In the face. 

But as those trademark 
title credits roll you 
can’t help but get a 
little excited. White text 
on a black background 
overlaid with some 
old jazz 78, cast in 
alphabetical order, always 

ending on the once-legendary 
'Written and Directed by Woody 
Allen”. It's part of the furniture of 
the movies, a pure buzz of cinema 
adrena lln. 


The power of this classic 
iconography is In its indelible 
link to great films like Annie Hail, 
Hannah and Her Sisters, Manhattan, 
and many others. It reminds us 
that, potentially, we should prime 
ourselves for another bar of cinema 
gold. Alas, Allen’s latest ensemble 
piece, Melinda and Melinda is quite 
possibly his most slight, ill-advised 
and slapdash film yet. Like a crippled 
nag, Allen's racing days are over. 

In fact, on this evidence, youd be 
forgiven for wanting to take him out 
back and put him out of his misery. 

Our tale begins in the trendy French 
bistro Fastis, in the meatpacking 
district of New York. We interrupt the 
conversation of four sophisticates, 
roll-necked and tweeded, discussing 
grand narratives in theatre and 
trading wry asides over Pinot Rouge. 
For those who've seen Broadway 
Danny Rose, it's lazily familiar. 
Scoring an all-time low for limp 
set-ups, one of the silver-tongued 
thesps suggests a “classic” scene 
In which a lady (Melinda) Interrupts 
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a dinner party. We then follow 
the two old hands as they battle 
It out. One tells the story from a 
comic perspective, the other tragic. 
Ironically, It’s the comic story that 
seems tragically Ill-advised and 
the tragic story which Is laughably 
overplayed. Oh boy. 

Rhada Mitchell struggles as the 
eponymous herolne(s) as we trace 
her emotional decline In one story 
and catharsis In the other. With 
each character as unexciting as the 
last, the only real treat here Is the 
sublime Chlwetel EJIofor as Ellis, the 
louche concert pianist and bastard. 
Allen cuts straight to the bone with 
Ellis whose passion, like all affable 
bourgeois Manhattenites, Is to write 
operas while sporting a dazzling 
array of pastel knitwear. EJIofcr has 
star charisma. Even In a minor role, 
he’s the only person who's not on 
board to add the obligatory Woody 
Allen film to his CV. By contrast, 
watch In disgust as the bafflingly 
overrated Chloe Sevigny’s placid 
expression works overtime, not so 


much phoning-ln her performance as 
sending It by pigeon post 

The question you cant escape is, 
'What the hell Is this?" Melinda and 
Melinda cant be a comedy because 
It’s not funny. Unless you defines 
’one-liner’ as a line that only one 
member of the audience laughs at. 

The plain truth is that this movie 
feels dated before the popcorn has 
popped. There’s nothing fresh: every 
shot, every line, every plot strand, 
every piece of music seems to have 
been prized out of one of Allen's 
previous, better films. 

Even Allen's beloved 
New York has an 
unintentionally surreal 



Beauvoir and guava Juice. It’s this 
cheery romanticism and rejection of 
modern reality that makes Melinda 
and Meiinda difficult to swallow. 
From this evidence, you get the 
feeling that Allen has annexed 
himself from society for the last 10 
years, recycling scripts he wrote on 
the back of cigarette packets during 
the seventies. Anything Else? This 
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understanding far beyond his years. His genius as 
a director is to breathe light, colour and substance 
Into these words: to elevate film to a level of 
almost magical purity. 

His masterpiece, Magnolia, is a terrifying and 
powerful study of human dislocation. Its opening 
quarter is a head-fuck of invasive camerawork and 
dissonant sound, conducted by Anderson like a 
dizzying symphony. Similarly, Punch-Drunk Love 
is a cacophany of noise - as disorientating as love 
itself. As the lives of Boogie Nights drug addled 
protagonists spiral out of control, Anderson’s 
camera goes on the move: as unsettling as the 
story, as infused with total confidence. 



Characters make Wes Anderson great. Not 
only because they are exquisite creations In 
themselves, but because they so neatly embody 
the themes of worlds that they and we inhabit 
Variously melancholics, dreamers and outsiders 
they are, like Holden Caulfield, the misfits with 
whom a generation can identify. 


With Anderson, as In the books of JD Salinger 
and Roald Dahl, the child is hero: he speaks 
honestly and directly to a youthful society. 

While the irrepressible heroes of Bottle Rocket 
and Rushmore might be severely lacking in 
selfawareness, their characteristics are not flaws 


Sic transit gloria - glory fades - Is Anderson’s 
motto. A school of thought that views adulthood 
as something to be resisted. Dreamers like Max 
Fischer are pupils of that school. 


Anderson’s films are punctuated with moments 
of staggering collapse. His sympathetic 
understanding of the world allows him to offer 
us stories of friendship and family, death and 
betrayal, love and rejection that are all fully 
realised - rich with the magic of cinema, but 
always entirely human. 


The unrelenting self-belief of this youthful 
generation Is something to be celebrated. It Is 
no coincidence that the most sympathetic adult 
characters - Rushmore's Mr Blume and Miss 
Cross (herself a distant cousin of the lovely Miss 
Honey In Roald Dahl’s Matilda) - live in a state of 
perpetual childhood. 


PT Anderson is our modern day beacon of 
filmic excellence. We see It In his understanding, 
at times In his subtlety, and at others through 
scenes of apocalyptic self-destruction. We see 
it in the strength that love brings to Barry Egan, 
the earnest passion that success brings to 
Dirk DIggler, or the bitter anger at the past that 
finds Frank TJ Mackey at his father’s deathbed. 
Anderson Invigorates his films with a sense of the 
real, while retaining the mythical quality of cinema. 
As quiz kid Stanley put it himself: 'This happens. 
This is something that happens”. 


Far from using his characters’ lack of self- 
awareness ironically, Anderson’s achievement Is 
to quietly bring us round to their hopeful way of 
seeing themselves, and the world, more generally. 
When it comes to the characters, his films have a 
way of emotionally doubling back on themselves, 
forcing us to take a step back, reassess our 
perceptions, and abandon our cynicism. 





Two years and two films. That’s all It took for 
Manhattan writer/director Darren Aronofsky to 


announce himself as the most exciting filmmaker 
to hit Hollywood in decades. First came PI, 
a frenzied lo-fi psycho-drama of maths and 
madness in which frazzled number-cruncher Sean 
Quilette attempts to decipher existence Itself 
Cerebral, Intense and convulsing with stylish 
chaos. It was an Indie eye-popper that had cult 
audiences raising eyebrows and scratching heads. 

But it was Aronofsky’s first studio project 
Requiem For A Dream that really skyrocketed 
him Into the stratosphere. Tracing the addictions 
of hipster Junkies Jared Leto and Jennifer 
Connelly, and weight-pill-obsessed mother Ellen 
Burstyn as their dreams turn to nightmares, 
his adap of Hubert Selby Jr's novel is about 
as traumatic and sensational as cinema gets. 

With its dynamite editing, surrealist Jolts and 
shattering performances. Requiem fused the 
stylistic pyrotechnics of David Fincher with the 
concussive ermtional wallop of PT Anderson for 
one astonishing cinema experience. Aronofsky 
seemed to be stitching new pages into the 
cinematic grammar-book as he went along. 

And after this double-barrelled celluloid salvo? 
Silence. Attached to tantalising comic-book adaps 
of Batman Begins and Watchmen, only to drop 
out each time, Aronofsky has disappeared off the 
radar as quickly and enigmatically as he appeared. 
So what, exactly, has kept Aronofsky out of the 
spotlight? That would be The Fountain, a project 
that’s taken the director five years to complete. 'It’s 
a post-Matrix, metaphysical scl-fl movie," explains 
Aronofsky. 'And It’s very different to anything 
you’ve seen." He’s the rmst exciting filmmaker 
to hit Hollywood in decades and you’ve probably 
forgotten about him already. Chances are, that’s 
about to change... 
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films of David Gordon Green are deceptively 
simple. They are a master class In Illustrating the 
complex feelings behind the most basic of human 
actions. Whether it’s trust, companionship death, 
love or the death of love. Green as a writer and 
director has succeeded in winching pure emotion 
from places that others leave untouched. 


It Is this clarity of vision that makes watching his 
films so pleasurable. Perhaps "watching" Is not the 
right word. "Admire" is better. Green's long time 
collaborator, Tim Orr, Is a photograper with the 
uncanny ability of turning the rustic, paint-flecked 
housing and dilapidated surroundings of Green’s 
native Appalachian high-country Into high art, 
giving his films a narcotic tinge of hyper-realism. 

These films are Invested with the lifeblood of 
a bygone era. Green has confessed to being 
aesthetically Inspired by the drive-ln’s and B- 
movles of the seventies: films such as Macon 
County Line, Sutcti Cassidy and, of course. Days 
of Heaven. The bittersweet Intimacy and bucolic 
allure of the Deep South are deeply and fondly 
embedded In his first two pictures. In the same 
way that Terrence Malick captured the hazy hue 
of the modern Deep South In Days Of Heaven, 
Green’s George tVastiington and All the Real Girls 
achieve a similar tactile sensibility and closeness 
of heart. Watching a David Gordon Green film Is 
like reading Proust In a sauna. 

Green’s films don't fit easily Into genre constraints. 
Those who try and carve a niche are often vague. 
His forthcoming Undertow Is officially his first 
foray Into genre filmmaking. However, he has 
assured us that, as Is customary for this new 
breed of directors, the human condition will 
always come top of his list of priorities. 
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Life Is disconnection. A series of coincidences 
that give some people a second chance and 
some no chance at all. This Is the difficult truth 
that Ifidrrltu explores In his ground-breaking films 
Amores Perrosand 21 Grams. Both show 
human vulnerability and the Invisible connections 
that bind us, however unwillingly, to the people 

Ihdrritu unflinchingly examines the breakdown of 
human relationships, the malaise that has struck 
the newborn 21st century. In Amores Petros the 
street dogs are the objects of sympathy, the tramp 
who cares for them a faceless stranger. Life Is 
choices, and when we choose not to care about 
people, we give up a piece of our own humanity. 

It Is only through a great shock or disaster that we 
regain some sort of perspective. In both films a 
car crash and the loss of something fundamental 
are the catalysts for reflection and change. Jack 
Jordan regains his trust In femlly and humanity but 
only after a man’s heart has died twice, only after 
he has come to terms with what happened, only 
after he has stopped running. 

Indrritu Is a documenter of human life, human 
emotion. His films are snapshots of moments: of 
passion; anger; desperation; or grief. He does not 
flinch from the weakness of the human spirit. He 
glamorises nothing but shows us what he believes 
Is the truth. The world of the flesh Is fragile. 

Indrrltu acknowledges, and It takes a lot, perhaps 
too much, to regain what Is so easily lost. 

Yet he does not criticise or offer any sort of 
solution aside from what can only happen 
naturally and what fate or random chance gives 
us. Ififtrritu Is a director who does not place 
himself above any of the characters or events In 
his films. His movies are documents of life as It 
shows Itself to him: painful and unremitting, but 
Inexpressibly true. 





Spike Jonze has no place In the company of 
great directors. He’s more than that He’s a 
visionary, a cinematic linguist the kind of 
once-ln-a-generatlon filmmaker who redraws the 
landscape In his own Image. 

You could analyse his Impact, wax lyrical with 
llt-crit film theory 101. You could talk about the 
kernel of greatness evident from the outset. In 
his genesis as an MTV gunslinger. You could 
talk about the reckless bravado of that First Act, 
captured In promos for The Beastle Boys, Feeder, 
BJork and beyond. How Sabotage shows his 
Instinct for narrative, Oft So Quiet his love of the 
filmmaker’s art How he can be playful or perverse, 
but never less than Irresistible. You could trace 
his development the Incandescent bloom of 
Malkovich, the effervescence of his Imagination, In 
concert with the mad genius of Charlie Kaufman. 
His postmodernism, his fearlessness. Adaptation: 
the unblinking commitment to this mad halter’s 
tea party. 

You could do all these things, and still you 
wouldn’t achieve anything. You may understand 
the mind of the man, but you’ll never hear the 
heartbeat. 

Spike Jonze gave a voice to something nameless 
and made It sing. Before Spike, the smug, middle- 
class media and their Movie Brat Iconoclasm 
deliberately alienated and mis-characlerlsed the 
'MTV Generation’. In his afterglow, he transformed 
the perception of a new wave of filmmaking 

No fiash-ln-the-pan con artist no technophlle 
trickster, Jonze merged the sensibilities of 
’serious’ movie making and style-conscious 
modernism, then obliterated that tired cliche with 
an authority born of genius. 

In doing so, he silenced the baby-boomer culture 
vultures mired In the dreams of a faded youth, 
lashing out with contempt at the new dreams of 
their children. 

No voice of youth was ever as piercing as Spike 
Jonze, the crystal clear sound of a new age 
dawning. 
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Memento ■ that 'difficult second film' - is his 
calling card, a movie that breaks all the rules. 

Sure, It's Influenced by everything from Graham 
Swift to Jon Boorman, but It's still staggeringly 
virtuosic. That Infamous structure, the 
disorientation, the confusion -all frame Nolan's 
talent for showing the world through peculiar, 
unreliable eyes. 

More recently, in Insomnia, he proved he could 
take this dislocated aesthetic to the mainstream. 
As Al Pacino's Detective Dormer fights to keep 
control of his Inner turmoil after accidentally killing 
his partner, Nolan proved himself to be more than 
a stylist, crafting a drum-tight crime thriller that 
channels everything from Alfred Hitchcock to 
Bryan Singer. 


But the real work for Christopher Nolan Is only Just 
beginning. His talent has not gone unrewarded, 
and his next project, Batmen Begins, Is not 
only his most ambitious yet, but potentially 
the beginning of a whole new phase of the 
blockbuster era. With genre stalwarts Sam Raimi 
and Peter Jackson blazing the trail, Nolan could 
be the man to bridge the divide between Indie 
credibility and blockbuster muscle. 

The prospect of a Batman movie from a 
'Nolan-esque'' perspective Is a mouth-watering 
proposition, one that, should he get tt right, will 
cement his position as the rarest of Hollywood 
beasts: a studio darling of real vision, tinged with 
the aura of greatness. 



Our culture's defining paradigm Is the promised 
nirvana of consumerism. We're swamped by an 
advertising beast snarling a persistent message 
that purchases will make us better, happier, more 
fulfilled. Yet amidst the pursuit of these dreams, 
the bitter taste of our own Inadequacies remains. 

Step forward Alexander Payne. His comic-dramas 
consistently deal with the neuroses and fallings 
of ordinary people: the downfall of teacher Jim 
McAllister in Election', retired Insurance actuary 
Warren Schmidt’s existential emptiness In About 
Schmidt', the disappointments of Sideways' 
unpublished novelist Miles Raymond. 

Payne offers an alternative view: his films reject 
the easy opiate of superficial happiness. The 
recurring theme of his characters, whether In 
hIgh-school or a motor-home. Is that the human 
landscape is littered with the despair encountered 
on the quest for fulfilment. 

His work Is refreshingly sincere, acknowledging 
the complex realities of life. We're not perfect, 
we make stupid decisions, and life continually 
concertinas between hilarity and sadness. Payne 
understands all this and, rather than trying to spin 
a He, creates a world which gives us permission to 

He's not a flash artist Payne's strength Is to direct 
films with tone and style, and to coax subtle, 
empathetic performances. The Independent feel of 
his voice -one that he has maintained, with final 
cut rights to his films, despite working within the 
studio system - Is a belief In honest filmmaking 
and character-driven storytelling. His visionary 
outlook Is to tell stories that although bittersweet, 
ultimately reassure us that we are not alone In the 
self-doubt and Insecurity of modern times. 



TheWachowskl's: Twice the vision; twice the flair; 
twice the potential? 


It started with Sound, an effortless pastiche of 
Mob bravado shot In sexy slow-mo and studied 
simplicity. This Is the seed that eventually bloomed 
within The Matrix, as technology caught up with 
the Wachowski's vision. 

Soundls arguably their finest work, yet The Matrix 
Is their most famous. Appealing to every fetish 
fantasy. It ticks all the Items on an uber-cool 
teenage wish-llst. It was little surprise It gained 
notoriety and awards. Unfortunately, then they got 
carried away. 

Let's not chastise them - we'd all abuse our 
passions If we had the budget. It's Just a symbol 
of their freedom of expression, being 
unconstrained by a film school education 
- something they never had. 

But they're clever. Oh yes. Rarely do filmmakers 
match their pace and delivery. Stylistically, there's 
quality to be found In their simplicity. Black is 
definitely back. But It works well. Simple. 
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The lasting appeal of David Bowie is 

that he’s Impossible to pin down. Maybe he's not 
the absolute master of the genres he dabbles In, 
but he gloriously refuses to belong to any one time 
or any one musical movement. 

By using theatrical alter egos, he’s been able 
to create his music of choice. But while free 
to wander through the decades, his disguises 
have been bound to the time and the music they 
were created to serve. Thus the magnificently 
distressed Pierrot outfit that Bowie wears on the 
cover of Scary Monsters and Super Creeps Is tied 
by the teeth and feet to that album’s redefining and 
retrospective eighties sound. 

The apotheosis of Bowie’s alter-egos Is that 
strutting beauty ZIggy Stardust The bright red 
hair, tight-fitting clothes and heavily applied 
makeup brought beauty, extravagance, sexual 
ambiguity and hysterical drama to rock. Bowie 
himself killed ZIggy In public at the Hammersmith 
Odeon In 73, but continued to play the part of the 
glam star, even without a name, until the start of 
’75 - when he became the blue-eyed plastic soul 
man of the Young Americans period. 

The Guy Peelaert artwork on the front of Bowie’s 
’74 album Diamond Dogs shows ZIggy reclining 
- hairdo Intact -though whal strikes about him Is 
that he Is half-dog It suggests a gradual bestial 
change was taking effect: from one beast Into an 
entirely different one. 

The album may be glam rock, and certainly 'Rebel 
Rebel" and the title track fit comfortably Into the 
genre, but It has a very hard and frightening edge 
to It. Several of the tracks were written for Bowie’s 
rmoted stage adaptation of George Orwell’s 1984. 
The theatrical Interpretation never came to be, 
but songs such as 'We are the Dead" and 'Big 
Brother" draw very obviously on themes from the 
dystopian classic. 

Along with the end of the world paranoia. 

Diamond Dogs leans towards both the plastic soul 


he would take on In Young Americans ('Rock And 
RoH With Me) and also pre-guesses the entire 
punk wave that was soon to sweep aside the 
bloated corpse of progressive rock throughout 

It Is also home to the only true Glanvrock epic 
-'Sweet Thing" - a song of frighteningly fabulous 
nature that also embraced the grubbiness that 
Bowie Increasingly epitomised. It Is, by turns. 
Gothic, Romantic and political. Sung by Bowie In 
an Incredible range -from low baritone to high 
falsetto - It creates true moments of musical 
drama and feeling. 

It’s a hymnal prayer and a call-to-arms for a 
generation of star-gazers that came two years 
too late. It may be the swan song of an entire 
generation of Britain’s youth. It Is. In short, a 
Glam Manifesto that celebrates and, at the same 
time, stops dead an entire musical and youth 
movement. After this point, glam became glitter 
-and Noddy Holder, with his big boots, fancy hat 
and Black Country growl, became Its cartoonish 
figurehead. 


The glam dream of youth being 

empowered, is over, lyrlcal images 
such as the name checking of Charles Manson 
make for a chilling listen. No more starry-eyed 
Innocence here. During the middle section, 
'Candidate", Bowie descends Into utter mania. 
Brief respite comes from the 'Reprise" and Its 
saxophone call, and Bowie’s closing line of It’s 
got me, It’s got you’ suggest a feeling of harmony 
and unity. This Is quickly shattered by a fucked up 
guitar riff that descends Into screeching distortion. 

It’s nice to note that the doom laden 'Sweet Thing" 
neatly segues Into 'Rebel Rebel": the former a 
doom-obsessed master work and the latter a foot- 
stomping boogie on down piece of text book glam. 

Glam killed off and reborn In a few notes. 
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Chapter 06 

IN WHICH WE 
SHAMELESSLY HYPE 
NEW MOVIES COMING 
OUR WAY 
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14 Batman Begins 

The Dark KrrLgh-t returns 


13 Paris, Je T’aime 





11 Sin Cjity 






10 The Corpse Bride 








01 The Fountain 




04 Watchmen 
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